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Gilbert Abraham's Blood and Dreams is an amazing accom- 
plishment, a gritty, visceral, and elegant work. He pens the 
devastation of a world gone mad in such vivid colors as to 
denote the hope he sees fluttering on the horizon's edge. His 
choice of subject is superb: tales of urban struggle and pain 
juxtaposed against memories of an Africa that is both familiar 
and alien to the reader. His unpretentious storytelling brings 
us all back to those scabs we cannot quite bear to touch and 
tips them off for us with expert precision, exposing all the 
blood and clotted dreams that have been buried beneath 
them. We are made to realize that we are all responsible for 
each other and that we all share the same scars. Amid the wars 
and rumors of wars in this late part of the decade, we are 
granted a slice of the world inside Abraham's head, one 
where mentors are becoming extinct and people are forget- 
ting their ancestry. Shine on, beautiful poet. These words are 


a gift from your Creator. 
— Marlon Carey 


For the muse. 
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“and you will fly, immortally sunburnt, 
Blessed young man, to that land! 
A final assault on the pestilence of gold!” 


— Velimir Khlebnikov 


CARLITO 


He lay slumped over with a slug in him, 
Complexion ocean azure in dungarees, 
On a hill not quite Calvary. 


Paper grocery bag trench coat, straw hat. 
Once-kryptonite grass now wilting pale in the brackish breeze. 
He lay slumped over with a slug in him, 


His hands toward the sky, calluses worn like a trampled mat. 

On bended knees, primordial pleas—to Jesus, Allah, 
Buddha, and the sea— 

On a hill not quite Calvary. 


Tart breath of old brandy and sewage rat. 
Soiled corduroy trousers, scent of pee. 
He lay slumped over with a slug in him, 


Latent on a plot of sand in the Pacific, begat 
Music—a joyful noise resonating off-key— 
On a hill not quite Calvary. 


Sunsets are flaccid oranges decaying every evening whereat 

The hotizon holds a novel commencement absent of 
purgatory. 

He lay slumped over with a slug in him 

On a hill not quite Calvary. 


Blood and Dreams Il 


HEMORRHAGED CUTICLES 


While I played in my sandbox, 

A pineapple crown of naps and disheveled hair 
Crept above the horizon of the hill toward me 
In a red tubular dress. 


I continued playing with my sand 

And shovel as the empty vessel lurched past 
As if she were a justice delivering a verdict 
Or a server doling out my nightmare. 


With open-toed shoes in one hand and a cigarette in the other, 
She careened down the road 

Like a starved beast in the desert 

Waiting to strike. 


I watched from the box as all went mute. 

An officer of the law approached the woman in red, 
Exchanged a few words. The woman stretched out 

As if she had rigor mortis, and the officer began frisking her. 


He laid his hands on her and began massaging her breasts, 
Searching for doors 

As he invaded her crevices and orifices. 

Her red fingernails and toenails began to resonate. 


The innards of popped cherries slinked across her cuticles, 
Clinched tightly to ribbed erect members 

That bore the tender and wild ravishment of kisses, 

Red kisses, red dresses, red nails. 
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The scarlet dress dropped where darkness falls 

And piss streams down the legs of grown men, 

Sweat rises and smacks with the passionate and athletic 
Fucking of lustful lovers, 


Where afterbirth, semen, excretion, and defecation 
Form a mélange of sloppy, wet gook. 

And that cop found his quarry, 

Retrieved a vial of crack lodged 


In doors, 

In woman’s special doors, 

In doors where men can only be invited, 
In red kisses, red dresses, and red nails. 
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OUTSIDE THE WINDOW 


She walks past this window 

Like the Sabbath walks past Saturday: 

White fleece, ponytail, stone-blue Levi Strauss jeans, 
Melancholy expression hiding a joyful soul. 

Or maybe she walks on a boil, and it is on her left 
Pinky toe. Large and repugnant, it is perceived as a sixth toe. 
A crusty, parched piece of flesh, a half-eaten 

Chicken McNugget with barbecue sauce spots. 

She walks past this window 

On that boil in Statue of Liberty form, 

British Brigade posture, each time that left foot 
Makes contact with her shoe of choice for the day, 
Grips the pavement, grass, tile, carpet. 

A Zeus bolt jolts her nerves, 

Blood rushes to that Chicken McNugget appendage, 
And she yelps from what soul, spirit, base, foundation 
Holds her sanity in place 

Each time 

She walks past this window. 
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SCAB 


Blood has dripped 

From this rancid wound 

For years now. 

‘Lransient bandages change daily, 
Yet it oozes, 

Soiling, caking up, 

Picked-at, 

Never mending. 

She'll never leave hin. 
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MY MENTORS ARE DEAD 


They have all 

Betrayed their ideology, 

Are no longer young 

Or succulent with 

Vivacious spirit. 

They are fabrications 

In books, fictitious fables 

Of chivalry. They are as departed 
As the casket maker is to 

The corpse: disengaged, 

Raw, and ridden with the 
Entrails of mangled bitterness 
And yesterdays. 
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RIVERBED 


My doyen ideology is dead 
Along with my vacillating mentors, 
Entombed in the whist of the riverbed. 


I am forced to question what I am fed, 
Because masters fear their predecessors. 
My doyen ideology is dead. 


Enraged, roiled leaders are wishful instead. 
Great men turn to ash as fleeting tremors, 
Entombed in the whist of the riverbed. 


Diligently, I rummage flowerbeds 
Of dithering mentors searching for doors. 
My doyen ideology is dead. 


Teachers, haunted by aged wounds that have bled, 
Become their disfigurements, rancid sores 
Entombed in the whist of the riverbed. 


Young warriors contrive to escape bloodshed. 
Seasoned has-beens aspire to be saviors. 

My doyen ideology is dead, 

Entombed in the whist of the riverbed. 
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OLE® 


The wayward display is riotous: 

Igbos, Yorubas, Hausas— 

All Nigerians— 

Congregate in the downtown marketplace. 
Ole, ole, ole. 


Oyah, oyah. 


Outstretched hands and upright index fingers. 
Rocks, sticks, any inanimate article: 

Javelin plummets in the woman’s vicinity. 

She clamorously scatters, 

Darting away from the guickly-forming mob. 
In Marion Jones fashion, she gathers impala stride, 
Clearing wagons, goatherds, 

Concession stands, malt liquor, 

Produce, poultry, hailing debris. 

Ole, ole, ole. 

Oyah, oyah. 


“You won't escape,” 

The horde proclaims in Glee Club accord. 

An anonymous shoe hurled from her post-step 
Encumbers her stride, 

Hurriedly permitting 

The pack’s pursuit. 

Ole, ole, ole. 


Oyah, oyah. 


°Yoruba: thief. 
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Baby carriages, Malta-India bottles, 
Purses, belts, elbows, 

Calloused bare feet, and petrified rock 
Collapse, indenting her flesh 

With gravity’s imprints. 

Ole, ole, ole. 

Oyah, oyah. 


They drag her garbled body to a post, 
Discharging crude oil 

Upon her person, 

And light her ablaze. 

Ole, ole, ole. 

Oyah, oyah. 
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COLLAPSE 


The king crouches to collect the detritus, 
Sweep the streets he once owned, 
Gazing on his empire—bending, 
Sloped, shadow covering all, 

Sinking palace, pillars of sand. 
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LADY IN THE WATER 


The water is brackish; 

The air gently kisses the waves. 
She never loved my wild eyes. 
Now I am a corpse— 
Long-drowned, forever waving, 
Longing to meet my casket. 
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ONE 


Sometimes the two roads become one, 

And there is no one 

But one to tread the path in need of wear, 

And status and wisdom are not what makes one 
Venture down the one road. 

Yet it is one, and one must seek the one-ness 
While contributing to others besides one. 

Once the path has revealed its course, 

One must see it through to the end, 

Still unaware of the dips and detours one will make. 
Or one may ot see the road through. 

Yet sometimes the two roads converge to one 
And there is no one but one 

To tread the path in need of wear. 
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MY CHARGE: ODE TO JAKI 
SHELTON GREEN 


You will write! 

Divinely crafted bird’s nest, 

Onyx, salted and peppered, 

Tepeed up by pointy elliptical windows, 


Mahogany windows conjure Woman, Easter-lillied 
Blueberried Voodoo magnolia windows, 

Not sole windows but soul windows, 

Shariah fat back church hat Willie Lynch 
Kryptonite okra plastic-covered sofa windows, 


Windows that open to ink, to wicks, to us—us, 
Flaccid oranges decaying over the horizon, 
Slave spirits asking, “What do you do with little letters?” 


While Mama and the Ancients charge us: 
“Jaki, you will write! 

You will write! 

You will write!” 
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LI PO 


“—Ts a Chinese hippie,” says Will-I-Am 
While palace women dance like blossoms, 
Careening in moonlight by my bed 

And thinking it’s frost on the ground. 
Blowing East currents set my hair loose 
With wired pine winds, afraid I'll 

Wake. The people of heaven 

Arouse the earth, shake the mighty mud ball 
Loose of mist, incense, dew stains, 
Begonia blossoms, white rainbow elixir, 
Hell dust, black water, cumulus clouds, 
And celestial constellations. 

Let’s leave this world forever. 
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FINDING BAYES 


A majestic onscreen Sean Connery in demeanor, 
Causally dressed for personal appeasement, 

A connoisseur of literature, 

Irish-influenced, 

Poetically driven and compelled to arouse, 
Stimulating the minds of aspiring youths: 

An instructor who teaches with the stories 

A grandfather tells the children on his lap. 


A poison grows, eats at his flesh, 
Slowly pummels his soul. 

Yet he smiles, 

Expounds a genius rivaling Yeats’, 


Implodes from the knowledge that he would dare to portray. 


Insight refined for seventy years 

Although he seems timeless. 

He fights the negative aura of criticizing poets 
And with the aspirations he still dares to tackle. 
An angel, 


Speculating about what the world will say of his shine in time. 


How I feel is irrelevant. 
I think Ron’s pen is where the premise is! 
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COUP 


L 

Pre-America, post-NIG: 

First trip to the chicken coop, 

Brother and me. 

Bright rooster morn, ripe orange sun. 

Corn kernels littered the ground 

Like crumbs from a brittle biscuit, 

And the henhouses exuded the aroma of putrid eggs and 
bird shit. 

I began my observant study from a distance, 

Viewing elliptical heads with orange carrots 

Repeatedly strike the ground. 

Earlier that day, I had been told that chickens don’t fly. 

I thought, on the contrary: if they couldn’t, they wouldn’t 
have wings. 


Il. 

The other half of me, blessed with all my faults as talents, 
Conceived twenty-one months subsequent to me, 

Stood at the end of the chicken coop, 

Wobbling as he held the massive 

Ebenezer above his head. 

He let the memorial stone 


Drop upon the blond chicks. 


uae 

Roma tomatoes, yolk, and egg white: 

A mélange of beak, wing, feathers. 

They will never fly, I thought. 

Meanwhile, a gobbling rumble was unearthed. 
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IV. 

Chickens can fly! 

Roosters and mother hens descended from atop the hen- 
house— 

Flapping, squawking—in response to their dismembered, 

Peeping chicklets beneath the great boulder. 

Brother vanished under the horde of peckingflappingflying 
cock assailants 

Out to return the bloodshed bequeathed upon their brethren. 

And I fled, as their fury was sure to find me. 
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PLEETING STAR 


Last night Taurus 

Knocked on my ebony door. 
Puppis, Lyra, Andromeda 
Came soon after, 


Brought tidings of opportunity. 
Reaching fer the ivory knob, 

A black entity arrested; 

Gravity ceased, 


Matter vanished. 
Hair relaxer, ’do rag, 
Weave, press-on 
Nails entified, 


Wielding clowu hooks, 
Detained a venturing soul, 
Alinost prohibited ascension 
lo Fornax, Vulpecula, Orion. 


Once: white, massive, attractive: 
Deceased luminous Hydra. 
Dense black decayed abyss: 
Indus, Corvus, Monoceros. 


They beckon. I cannot reach them. 
The stars see the star in me, 

But my people will not claim me 
When I succeed. 


28 Gilbert Abranan 


THE CAPITOL 


Monoliths wander the streets 

Of the solemn Capitol late at night. 
Stirred up with a quiet unrest, 

The gargoyles awaken and 

Commit their nightly havoc. 

Passionate interns and ronin scholars 
Spin spider webs amongst one another. 
Athena watches them from Capitol Hill. 
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FOR KEYES° 


Most lovely of possible landscapes. 
I manipulate our comfort, 
Crows adorn my gate, 

Tarnished circle, trodden temple. 
Avalon is your realm, 

Prostrated creatures before you. 
Azrael is still. 

Obelisks charm his skull, 

Yet you cup your hands, 
Offering your milk 

To the least worthy. 


°Sidney Keyes, who died in World War IL at the age of 20. 
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DEVIL’S DREAM 


Last night at three a.m. 

When the planes aligned, 
Something in the way of things 
Perforated this realm. 


I had a devil’s dream: 
Acid searing tears 
Crept from eyelids, 
Crawled down cheeks 


Where raped infants, 

Errant slugs, dormant /e mort, 

Urine, feces, vomit 

Garbled the minds of impressionable youths 
In a Superdome. 


I had a devil’s dream, 

And acid tears 

On infant craniums 

Seared through onto 

Briny, red waters of the Dead Sea. 
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AGBAYA® 


Jade-colored mucus slinks over peach fuzz, 
And ruby-tinted spots speckle the ooze. 
Running, crushing grass underfoot. 


Powells, metal-mouthed, hanger-framed, 
Ketchup-smellin’, ol’ gremlin Powells 
Stalk the little gazelle, nicking, clipping, 
Sneering, but never gripping. 


That was many years ago now. 


They never caught the gazelle, 
And last I heard, they’re still chasing, 


°Yoruba: bully. 
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TOVARISH® 


I watched her look into another man’s soul 
The way she peers into mine. 

I watched her contort and swing 

To appease him the way she does. me. 

I witnessed her serve another, 

Hands upturned in obeisance, 

Offering herself, her gifts. 

And I will miss her, 

Like a child fresh, 

Green from the bloody chasm of the womb. 


°Russian: comrade. 
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ANGEL OF DEATH 


At the end of the world, I saw Death 
Creeping upon the innocent child 
In grubby, shredded clothes. 


Azrael loomed around her. 
Some oftered gold, 
Others their souls—still 


Azrael took the child 


And drowned her in 
Her own consumption. 
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PHOENIX 


Each day I teel my wear, 

The oxidation slowly 

Burning me to ash from outside 
And within, 

Wings then form 

In the gray silence of the still. 

I teel the quills’ materialization, 
The slick raw wet beak skaw 
Through the atterbirth, 

And the lottiness 

Of the sky that bore me 
Beneath my wings again. 
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EMPATHETIC HAND 


She touches, 

Slowly undressing me: 

Clothes peeling off as spiraled orange rinds— 
Chest hair, body lotion, 

Deodorant, bath soap, 

Dermal layers, muscle tissue, 

Bone marrow, to see, 

‘Lu see 

What can’t be found with hands, 

What they cannot reach. 
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MARCHING THROUGH AVALON 


In Avalon, 

There were great cairns 

Stacked Tower of Babel-high 
With pens protruding. 

We smell of pixie petals and dust 
After marching through 
Sunburned limestone mountains. 
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DREAM 


I sold a pound of hash to Ezra, 

Sipped wine with Oscar Wilde in Harlot’s House, 

Laid on the asphalt airport runway, complacent, with Gandhi, 

Helped Frederick Douglass whip his master’s ass to gain 
freedom, 

Played bass for Billie Holiday in the Cotton Club, 

Rode giraffes through Italian marketplaces with Marlon Carey, 

Played that raggedy old piano to pieces that Langston 
Hughes spoke about, 

Traveled to Moria to save existence with J.R.R. Tolkien, 

Followed the swivel of Ron Bayes’ pen, 

Chased Jerry Rice down the sideline for that winning 
touchdown, 

Danced to the rhythms and beats of Fela Kuti on Mount Fuji, 

Wrestled the Grim Reaper with Biggie 

(And afterwards we smoked blunts with Tupac in Thug 
Mansion), 

Punched Hitler in the nose, 

Caught a stork on a baby delivery, 

Went back to Africa with Nas, 

Played gin rummy with Christopher Columbus, 

Kissed Pocahontas, 

Chased clouds with Pegasus, 

Dodged bullets with Neo, 

Gave General Patton tactical advice, 

Witnessed the Virgin Mary mourn, 

Watched Muhammad deliver the prophecy, 

Fished with Moses, 

Jumped in the Mississippi River 
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And swam through slavery, 
Corrupt politicians, 

Busy streets, prairies, 
Battlegrounds, gravel, 

And racist Lotts 

‘To say— 


I did. 
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SAND 


My brother once told me 

The world loves a wretched soul. 
If Iam a victim of torment, 
Will the world accept me? 

The matriarch of the wild 
Fights to protect her young. 
The child 

Is a bleeding soul on a journey, 
Leaving a trail. 

It flows from American soil 
Into cotton fields, 
Penitentiaries, 

Desolate alleys, 

Crowded marketplaces, 
Freestyle battles, 

D-Day trenches, 

Automotive shops 

With cars and wrenches, 

Lu whips and lashings 

Aud wooden crosses, 

Joo coats the arrangement 

Of a crimson rainbow, 

luo the very components of sand— 
Tiny granulated mica: 

In which the first man 

Of God’s creation was formed 
Aud the heart first beat, 

The night atrium first squcezed 
That uu-spilled blood 
Through the lett ventricle. 
Before it was red, 

Before it was blue, 

It was an insignificant 

Tiny rock on the beach. 

It was me. 
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DREAM TOO 


En route to Damascus, God struck me, 

Reminiscing Saul’s transformation into the prophet Paul, 
Stood beside David Koresh as the flames rose 

And the spaceship didn’t stop, 

Joined the police academy with Bubba Smith 

While Bob Hope beat the President at golf, 

Fought courageously against the Angel of Death 

While Abe Lincoln, Martin Luther King, Jr., JFK, 

And Malcolm X were martyred. 

Death explained to me things these men accomplished in life, 
That their deaths would bring about more positive change 
In their passing to the Lord’s presence. 


We talked as Kevin Spacey filmed the seven Deadly Sins, 
Almost drowned like Jonah in the hands of the sea 

Or like Pinocchio inside Monstro the whale. 

But cowboys will always be steadfast for the needy, 

And with blazing saddle and whip 

Came Pecos Bill upon the eye of a tornado, 


But I escaped underground with Harriet Tubman— 
She’s one rock-solid woman— 

From slavery back to freedom, 

To shields and spears 

When regimented battle was broken, 

Gave Shaka Zulu advice 

While Medgar Evers and I rolled dice, 

Then, sprinting to the beach, 

Crept upon the Pacific Ocean with Heath Carelocke 
Before his claim to fame, 

Sat behind James Melcher all the way to the sun 
While Jeffrey Dahmer ate human chitlins. 

The horror of wickedness has me beating 

Marion Jones in a reality race. 
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While ascending to the dream with Maya Angelou, 
Afrika Bambaataa rocked the party and the soul, 
Dropping lessons for the neXt generation 

That Mos Def took as his to hold. 

Rasputin tried to kill me along with Anastasia, 

But we made a spot for him in the deepest pits of hell. 
Pontius Pilate couldn’t save Jesus—but if he had, 
Who would have saved us? 
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FLOOR TO SINK 


Khaki kitchen, tiled floor. 

Floor mat: North Carolina Tar Heel-blue trim, off-white 
center 

Variation of flowers. 

Black- and blue-strapped sandals. 

On a jazz silver saucer mix CD, 

Miles Davis is playing in the background 

Out of a thirty-dollar Wal-Mart stereo, 

Light periwinkle sunset sweatpants. 

A glimpse of skin: 

Cappuccino-caramel complexion. 

Engine-red one hundred-percent cotton blouse. 

Feline voluptuous figure 

Standing in front of a sink. 

Billie Holiday starts singing about a funny valentine. 

My tovarish stands slowly, evergreen swaying 

Above the red top— 

Her plush neck 

A riveting stir for vampiric eyes. 

Light brown baby hair. 

Silver earrings, tiny ears. 

Hair twisted precisely in a clip. 

Pink Panther lips 

With a pebble-black freckle. 

Ferrari-sleek curvaccous, 

Cantaloupe-supple— 

A wet peach. 
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Victorian nose. 

Almond eyes. 

A pair of cheeks— 

Ripe tomatoes 

With tiny chopped-up peanut freckles. 
Two St. Louis-arched eyebrows. 

Long eyelashes: curved Arabian swords. 
Slowly scrubbing, 

Making dirty dishes immaculate. 
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A HILL NOT QUITE CALVARY 


On a hill not quite Calvary, 
We looked down at what we might be. 
Aspirations compelled our vessels. 


On a hill not quite Calvary, 
I scrubbed the crater Luna moon with exfoliant 
While you gave the Magnus sun a bath. 


On a hill not quite Calvary, 
I was Tom and you were Jerry. 
I chased you ’til you were weary. 


On a hill not quite Calvary, 
We rode Pegasus to Verona 
To undo the romantic tragedy. 


On a hill not quite Calvary, 


I bound Venus to a Saturn ring 
And on bended knee asked you to marry me. 
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Out of the gate, Abraham comes screaming in 
his first collection, Blood and Dreams. He choses 
a large landscape—from Li Po to Notorius 
BIG—and attacks these themes with a sensitivity 
and intensity that follows the ‘swivel of Bayes’ 
pen. Abraham has accepted his charge and dares 
to tackle angels. Bravo! 


— Marty Silverthorne 


I appreciate the shining necessity of the imagi- 
nation in Gilbert Abraham's Blood and Dreams, 
together with the music his words evoke. They 
make me“want to dance! 


— Dr. Shelby Stephenson 
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